product, the novels of modern Chinese writers
who have been too strongly under foreign in-
fluence while they were yet ignorant of the riches
of their own country.

The novel in China was never an art and was
never so considered, nor did any Chinese novelist
think of himself as an artist. The Chinese novel,
its history, its scope, its place in the life of the
people, so vital a place, must be viewed in the
strong light of this one fact. It is a fact no
doubt strange to you, a company of modern
western scholars who today so generously re-
cognize the novel.

But in China, art and the novel have always
been widely separated. There, literature as an
art was the exclusive property of the scholars,
an art they made, and made for each other,
according to their own rules, and they found
no place in it for the novel. And they held a
powerful place, those Chinese scholars. Philo-
sophy and religion and letters and literature, by
arbitrary classical rules, they possessed them all,